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January 27, 1995 at 8:00 p.m., Jordan Hall at New England Conservatory, Boston 
January 29 at 8:00 p.m., Sanders Theatre, Cambridge 


John Finney, director and fortepiano 
Anna Soranno, soprano 
Bruce Lancaster, tenor 
Wendy Rolfe, flute 
Elizabeth Field, violin 
Kinloch Earle, violin 
Patrick Jordan, viola 


Phoebe Carrai, cello 


An die Entfernte Johann Friedrich Reichardt 
Mut (1752-1814) 
Herbstgefiihl 

Auf dem See 

Lied Carl Friedrich Zelter 
Herbstlied (1758-1832) 
Beruhigung 

Du, kleine Blondine Georg Benda 
Du fehlest mir (1722-1795) 


Von nun an, o Liebe 


Sonata in G major for flute and fortepiano Georg Benda 


Allegro Moderato; Andantino; Allegro 


An die Entfernte Zelter 
Wonne der Wehmut 
Abendlied 
Rastlose Liebe 
An Lotte Reichardt 
Anliegen 
Neue Liebe, neues Leben 
Rastlose Liebe 
— INTERMISSION — 
Cantata: Cephalus und Aurore Georg Benda 
Symphony No. 94 in G (“Surprise”), arr. by Johann Peter Salomon Franz Josef Haydn 
Adagio: Vivace assai; Andante; Menuet: Allegro molto; Allegro di molto (1732-1809) 
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JOHN FINNEY, D1IRECTOR AND FORTEPIANO 


John Finney is widely 
praised for his organ and 
harpsichord playing, as 
well as for his work direc- 
ting several Boston-area 
ensembles. He has per- 
formed solo keyboard 
recitals throughout the 
United States and in 
Europe, and has appeared 
as organist and harpsi- 
chordist with H&H, the 
Boston Symphony Orchestra, the Orchestra of St. 
Luke’s, the Bach Ensemble, Ensemble Abendmusik, 
and the Smithsonian Chamber Players. John Finney 


also has an active conducting career; he has been 





H&H Chorusmaster since 1990, and was named 
Associate Conductor in 1992, directing the H&H 
Chamber Series. He also serves as Director of the 
University Chorale at Boston College, Director of 
Music for the Wellesley Hills Congregational Church 
in Wellesley, and Director of the Heritage Chorale 
in Framingham. Mr. Finney holds degrees in organ 
performance from the Oberlin College Conservatory 
of Music and the Boston Conservatory, and he has 
studied at the North German Organ Academy with 
Harold Vogel, and at the Academy for Italian Organ 
Music with Luigi F. Tagliavini. Mr. Finney has 
recorded for Denon, Decca, and Nonesuch. He is 
on the faculty of the Boston Conservatory, and also 
teaches at the Academy for Early Music in 
Bressanone, Italy. 


ANNA SORANNO, SOPRANO 


Anna Soranno is well- 
known to New 
England audiences as a 
leading interpreter of 
oratorio and art song. 
The 1993 First Prize 
Winner of the New 
York Oratorio Society’s 
competition, Ms. 
Soranno has received 





critical acclaim for her 
appearances with many 
notable chamber ensembles, choruses, orchestras, 
and opera companies. She has toured throughout 


the United States as a soloist with the Handel & 
Haydn Society, premiered contemporary works as a 
featured artist with the Scarborough Chamber Players 
and performed featured roles with the Opera 
Company of Boston and June Opera Festival. In 
1991, Ms. Soranno won the National Association of 
Teachers of Singing competition, garnering praise 
not only for her lovely quality of voice, but for her 
mature, artistic interpretations of the pieces 
performed. Ms. Soranno has also been soloist with 
the Masterworks Chorale, Newton Choral Society, 
Santa Barbara Choral Society, and the Dedham 
Choral Society. Ms. Soranno has recorded for the 
London, Classic Masters, and Albany labels. 


BRUCE LANCASTER, TENOR 


Bruce Lancaster is 
familiar to local 
audiences in concert 
and on stage, and has 
also performed across 
the United States, in 
France and the former 
Soviet Union. On 
stage, he has performed 
with Boston Lyric 
Opera, North Shore 
Music Theater, Long- 
wood Opera Company, Surry Opera Company, and 
Cambridge Chamber Opera in roles that include 





Tamino in The Magic Flute, Ernesto in Don Pasgale, 
and Mayor Upfold in Britten’s Alter Herring. Mr. 
Lancaster has also won critical acclaim for solo 
concert roles in Baroque and Classical repertoire. 
He has been soloist with Boston Camerata, Boston 
Cecilia, Cantata Singers, Emmanuel Music, and 
Masterworks Chorale. Also recognized on the 
contemporary-music scene, Mr. Lancaster has 
performed new works with NuClasix, Composers 
in Red Sneakers, and Extension Works. He appears 
regularly in recital with his wife, Leslie Bennett. 
Bruce Lancaster has been a member of the H&H 
chorus for several years, and was a member of the 
H&H Educational Quartet for many seasons. 





WENDY ROLFE, FLUTE 


In addition to regular 
appearances as part of 
the H&H orchestra, 
Wendy Rolfe performs 
with Boston Baroque 
and the Boston Early 
Music Festival Orche- 
stra and is director of 
the New York-based 
Odyssey Chamber 
Players. Ms. Rolfe was 
praised by Andrew 
Porter in the New Yorker for her “charm, poetry, 
sensitivity, and rare technical ability.” Also a 





proponent of new music, she has appeared with the 
Group for Contemporary Music, at the Tanglewood 
Music Festival, and in works she has commissioned 
from today’s leading composers. She has travelled 
widely as a soloist, including tours to Europe and 
South America. Ms. Rolfe holds a degree from 
Oberlin Conservatory and a D.M.A. from the 
Manhattan School of Music, and is the recipient of 
an NEA Solo Recitalist Award for her flute lecture/ 
demonstration program. She has taught at Mount 
Holyoke and Amherst colleges, and is currently 
associate professor at the Berklee College of Music 
in Boston. 


H&H ENSEMBLE* 


Elizabeth Field, Violin 
Kinloch Earle, Violin 
Patrick Jordan, Viola 
Phoebe Carrai, Cello 


THE HANDEL & HAYDN SOCIETY 


The Handel & Haydn Society is a premier chorus 
and period orchestra under the artistic direction of 
renowned conductor Christopher Hogwood. 
H&H is a leader in “Historically-Informed 
Performance,” performing music on the 
instruments and with the performing techniques of 
the period in which it was composed for an 
authentic sound and concert experience. 


Founded in 1815, H&H is the oldest 
continuously-performing arts organization in the 
country, with a long tradition of musical excellence. 
In the nineteenth century, the Society gave the 
American premieres of several Baroque and Classical 
choral works, including Handel’s Messiah (1818), 
which H&XH has performed every year since 1854. 
In recent years, H&H has achieved widespread 
acclaim through recordings on the London Records/ 
LOiseau-Lyre label, national broadcasts, and 


performances across North America. In addition to 
its Symphony Series at Symphony Hall this season, 
H&H also offers its first subscription season outside 
of Boston, at Veterans Memorial Auditorium in 
Providence, RI. H&H’s innovative educational 
program brings the enjoyment and knowledge of 
classical music to over 5,000 students in 45 schools 
throughout Massachusetts. 


Under John Finney’s direction, the HXH 
Chamber Series has grown to offer concerts at both 
Jordan Hall at New England Conservatory and 
Sanders Theatre in Cambridge. Now in its seventh 
season, the series is intended to showcase the talents 
of H&H singers and instrumentalists performing in 
smaller ensembles and performance spaces. The 
series is also characterized by its wide-ranging 
repertoire that spans several centuries and countries. 


Handel & Haydn Society * 300 Massachusetts Ave.,Boston, MA 02115 © (617)262-1815 * FAX (617)266-4217 





*In addition to their appearances with the Handel & Haydn Society orchestra, these four musicians perform 
together frequently as the van Swieten String Quartet, which takes its name from Baron Gottfried van Swieten 
(1733-1803), one of the Classical era’s outstanding music patrons. 





GERMAN CHAMBER MUSIC 
Robert Mealy 


espite all the advances in historically- 
1) informed performance practice over 

the last decades, there are some things 
we have never quite dared revive. Sometimes this 
is for obvious reasons, as in the case of the castrato; 
often, however, it is simply that we haven't dared 
go far enough, even when there is no risk of bodily 
harm. One striking example of this is the lavish 
vocal ornamentation that was characteristic of 
eighteenth-century operatic practice, and which 
spilled over into solo instrumental performance 
as well. The number of complaints about ill- 
conceived excesses gives us some sense of what a 
matter of course ornamentation was, but when we 
turn to surviving examples by even the most 
tasteful singers, the extent of filigree is simply 
unthinkable to us. But only by realizing just how 
spectacularly full of artifice the standard opera seria 
aria was can we understand what a radically 
different aesthetic is at work in the early Lied, an 
art seemingly artless, simple, and “natural.” 


Any call for a return to naturalness or 
simplicity usually turns out to have some kind of 
program behind it. So it was with the early Lied, 
which was intended to be as natural and folklike 
as possible; actually, these songs rely on a good 
deal of harmonic learning to make their effect. 
Likewise with their seemingly naive and simple 
texts. In an effort to catch the grace and ease of 
“real” folksongs, Johann Wolfgang Goethe 
actually took their poetic forms as templates for 
his folklike lyrics, fitting their scansion and 
rhyme-scheme with entirely new words. (In a 
similar way Haydn appropriated folk-tunes for his 
symphonies, adjusting them to fit his needs.) 
Goethe explicitly intended his ballads and other 
popular forms to be sung: he even provided music 
on a fold-out sheet in the back of his novel 
Wilhelm Meister so that readers could sing along 
with Mignon. He felt, as he explained to his 
friend Carl Friedrich Zelter in a letter, that a lyric 
poem is unfinished until it has been set to music. 
“But then something unique happens. Only then 
is the poetic inspiration, whether nascent or fixed, 
sublimated (or rather fused) into the free and 
beautiful element of sensory experience. Then we 


think and feel at the same time, and are 
»” 
enraptured thereby. 


Zelter became known to Goethe after he 
set some of the poet’s works in his first collection 
of songs, in 1796. Goethe liked them enough to 
write back, and a correspondence ensued. 
Although Goethe enjoyed and greatly admired 
the art of music, he didn’t know all that much 
about it, and over the years relied increasingly 
upon Zelter for advice. Zelter himself had come 
rather late to composition; at the age of 26, he 
turned to Johann Fasch for lessons after he began 
a viola concerto and realized he needed some 
help. But he had a keen ear for good music, and 
single-handedly kept the music of J.S. Bach alive 
in performances of his Singakademie in Berlin; 
thanks to Zelter, Felix Mendelssohn discovered 
and resurrected Bach’s St Matthew Passion. Zelter 
also had a profound respect for Mozart, which he 
shared with Goethe, who even went so far as to 
write a sequel to The Magic Flute. Zelter’s songs 
owe much to the Mozart of The Magic Flute in 
their deceptively simple tunefulness. 


Goethe was also connected to the 
composer and writer Johann Friedrich Reichardt, 
who Goethe announced “was the first to make 
my lyrical work known to the world through 
music. Reichardt, like Zelter, had a rather 
scattershot education as a composer, but managed 
to land the job of Kapellmeister to Frederic the 
Great when he was only 23. Unfortunately, the 
job entailed endless productions of operas by his 
predecessor, Graun, who wrote in the high opera 
seria style that was the antithesis of what 
Reichardt was interested in. Not surprisingly, 
Reichardt spent as much time as he could away 
from the court, traveling and getting to know the 
most interesting figures of the German 
Enlightenment. Along the way, he wrote more 
than 1500 Lieder, thus becoming the most 
prolific songwriter in history. Like Zelter, he 
frequently set texts by Goethe, whom he greatly 
admired. But where Zelter preferred strophic 
settings, with the same music for each verse, 
Reichardt tended to set his text all the way 
through, to bring out the overall movement of the 





poem. This also gives him greater latitude for in- 
terjections from the piano between verses, as with 
the wonderfully spacious “Auf dem See.” His 
accompaniments are as unobtrusive as possible 
with the left hand simply sounding the harmonic 
changes while the right fills the harmony with 
constant figuration. 


Georg Benda’s songs, while in some ways 
simpler, show a greater range of styles than do the 
later and more homogenous 
styles of Zelter and 
Reichardt. Though his 
melodies are straightforward, 
the accompaniment some- 
times takes remarkable har- 
monic turns, as in “Du 
fehlest mir,” where the 
influence of his friend C.P.E. 
Bach emerges. This deeply 
chromatic, improvisatory 
musical language was known 
as the empfindsamer Stil, or 
“sentimental style,” after the 
literary movement inaugur- 
ated by Laurence Sterne in 
his A Sentimental Journey 
through France and Italy. In 
fact, Sterne wrote this book 
of highly-colored impres- 
sions and feelings after traveling with Benda to 


Italy. 


But Benda, as a seasoned stage composer, 
could also parody high opera excesses, as in his 
“Von nun an.” Though he had written operas 
himself, his fame actually rested on his 
experiments in Melodram, where orchestral music 
accompanies a spoken text (this art-form, though 
it has died out in the concert hall, is now 
known—with the addition of images—as 
“movies”). H&cH will perform one of his most 
celebrated melodramas, Medea, at Symphony Hall 
in March; for tonight, we hear a form half-way 
to the melodrama, the cantata. Benda’s cantatas, 
which existed both in orchestral and keyboard 
versions, move easily between the full melody of 
aria and the near-speech of recitative. Cephalus 
und Aurore ends with the usual moral conclusion, 
although here the lesson drawn from the story 
seems fairly tongue-in-cheek. 


Goethe explicitly 
intended his ballads 
and other popular 
forms to be sung. 
He felt ...that a 
lyric poem is 
unfinished until 
it has been set 


to music. 


usical humor of another sort is on 
display in Franz Joseph Haydn’s 
Symphony No.94, known as the 


“Surprise” from its celebrated joke in the slow 
movement, which was intended to rouse the 
drowsy London subscription audience. Like 
many jokes, the effect is dampened when you 
know the punchline, but Haydn integrates his 
one-liner fascinatingly into the development of 
the movement, later moving it 
from the end of the phrase to 
the beginning, or highlighting 
the minor section absurdly by 
unison fortissimos. Haydn 
knew his audience well: this 
tune became so popular that 
he introduced it into his 
oratorio [he Seasons as the 
song the farmer whistles while 
he works. Like his other 
London symphonies the 
“Surprise” is wonderfully 
constructed from beginning to 
end: there are other jokes, too, 
like the teasing way the tune fi- 
nally comes back in the finale. 


Haydn’s last sym- 
phonies were all commissioned 
and led by Johann Peter 
Salomon, an excellent violinist as well as an 
impresario who had persuaded the composer to 
come to England for a tour. (One of the great 
tragedies of music history is that he never 
convinced Mozart to make the trip: imagine what 
masterpieces he could have produced for the 
enthusiastic London audience!) Although not a 
particularly gifted composer himself, Salomon 
made ingenious arrangements of all nine of 
Haydn’s London symphonies for domestic 
consumption, using only a string quartet, a piano, 
and (standing in for the wind section) a flute. 
With this pocket orchestra, the most 
quintessentially public form of the Classical era 
is domesticated, with all its humor intact. 


—Robert Mealy is a professional violinist as well as 
program annotator. He is a member of the early-music 
ensemble Benefit Street. 
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VOCAL TEXTS 


An die Entfernte (To one who went away) 
settings by Reichardt and Zelter; poem by Goethe 


So hab ich wirklich dich verloren? Have I really lost you, then? 

Bist du, o Schéne, mir entflohn? Have you fled from me, my fair one? 
Noch klingt in den gewohnten Ohren Each word, each inflection 

Ein jedes Wort, ein jeder Ton. Still rings in my accustomed ears. 
So wie des Wandrers Blick am Morgen As the traveller’s gaze at morn 
Vergebens in die Liifte dringt, Vainly strives to pierce the air 
Wenn in dem blauen Raum verborgen, When, hidden in the blue expanse, 
Hoch iiber ihm die Lerche singt. The lark sings high above him, 

So dringet angstlich hin und wieder So my gaze ranges back and forth 
Durch Feld und Busch und Wald mein Blick: In anguish through field and wood. 
Dich rufen alle meine Lieder; All, all my songs call you: 

O Komm, Geliebte, mir zuriick. O beloved, come back to me! 


Mut (Resolve) 
Setting by Reichardt, poem by Goethe 


Sorglos iiber die Flache weg; On, on, fearlessly across the plains! 
Wo vom kiihnsten Wager die Bahn Where the boldest have not yet dared 
Dir nicht vorgegraben du siehst, To make a path, 

Mache dir selber Bahn! Make for yourself a path! 

Stille, Liebchen, mein Herz! Make my heart calm, dearest one! 
Kracht’s gleich, bricht’s doch nicht! Though my heart may shudder, 
Bricht’s gleich, bricht’s nicht mit dir! It will not break. 


And if it breaks, it will not break with you! 


Herbstgefiihl (Mood of Autumn) 
Setting by Reichardt, poem by Goethe 


Fetter griine, du Laub, Thrive more lushly, you leaves, 

Am Rebengelander On the arbor of grapevines 

Hier am Fenster hinauft Over my window-sill! 

Gedrangter quellet, Zwillingsbeeren, Swell more densely, 

Und reifet schneller Twin-born clusters, 

Und glanzend voller! And ripen swifter, and gleam more richly! 


Euch briitet der Mutter Sonne Scheideblick, You are nurtured by the sunshine’s 
Euch umsauselt 


Des holden Himmels 
Fruchtende Fiille, 

Euch kiihlet des Mondes 
Freundlicher Zauberhauch, 
Und euch betauen, 

Ach! aus diesen Augen 

Der ewig belebenden Lieben 
Voll schwellende Trinen. 


Farewell glance; around you rustles 
The gracious heavens’ 
Fruit-bearing fullness; 

You are cooled by the moonlight’s 
Magical breath, 

And you are moistened, alas, 

From these very eyelids 

Of love’s ever life-giving dew 

By rich welling teardrops. 


Auf dem See (On the Lake) 
Setting by Reichardt, poem by Goethe 


Und frische Nahrung, neues Blut 
Saug ich aus freier Welt; 

Wie ist Natur so hold und gut, 
Die mich am Busen halt! 

Die Welle wieget unsern Kahn 
Im Rudertakt hinauf 

Und Berge, wolkig himmelan, 


Begegnen unserm Lauf. 


Aug’, mein Aug’ was sinkst du nieder? 
Goldne Traume, kehrt ihr wieder? 
Weg du Traum! so Gold du bist, 
Hier auch Lieb’ und Leben ist. 


Auf der Welle blinken 
Tausend schwebende Sterne, 
Weiche Nebel trinken 

Rings die tiirmende Ferne; 
Morgenwind umfliigelt 

Die beschattete Bucht, 

Und im See bespiegelt sich 
Die reifende Frucht. 


And rich refreshment, renewed strength, 

I draw from the free world; 

How kind and good is nature, 

That holds me to her breast! 

The billows rock our skiff 

As we gently row with the oars, 

And the mountains, cloudlike toward the sky, 
Advance to meet us. 


Eye, mine eye, why do you droop so sadly? 
Golden dreams, will you return? 

Away, dream! though you are golden, 
Here, too, is love and life. | 


On the waves are twinkling 

A thousand hovering stars, 

Soft mists surround the towering heights; 
The morning winds encircle 

The shaded bay, 

And in the lake are reflected 

The ripening fruits of the grove. 


Lied (Song) 


Setting by Zelter, poem by Ludwig Theobul Kosegarten 


Meine Bliiten sind zernagt 
Von der Schwermut Sturme, 
Meine Blatter abgejagt 

Vom Verzweiflungssturme. 
Meine friih entsprofsne Blume 
Wuchs am Tugendheiligtume 
Hoch herauf, sch6n herauf! 


Aber, ach! sie ist verwelkt, gebrochen. 


Tat der Sonne Mutterstrahl 

Thr nicht taglich leuchten? 

Zwang ich nicht den Quell im Tal, 
Taglich sie zu feuchten? 

Schwunden ist der Strahl der Sonnen, 
Und das Bichlein ist zerronnen, 


Hingewelkt, friih gewelkt 


Sinkt nun, ach! die schéne, schéne Blume. 


My blossoms are eaten away 

By the storm of depression, 

My leaves have been chased away 
By the storm of despair. 

My early blossoming flower 
Grew up on the idols of virtue, 
Grew up high and beautiful! 


But, alas, now it is wilted and broken. 


Did not the rays of the mother sun 
Shine on it every day? 

Did I not compel the spring in the valley 
To water it every day? 

The ray of the sun has disappeared, 

And the brook is dried up; 

And now, wilted before its time, 

The beautiful flower fades away. 
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Herbstlied (Autumn Song) 


Setting by Zelter, poem by Ludwig Tieck 


Feldeinwarts flog ein Végelein 

Und sang im muntern Sonnenschein 
Mit siiRem, wunderbaren Ton: 

Ade! Ich fliege nun davon, 

Weit, weit 

Reis ich noch heut. 


Ich horchte auf den Feldgesang, 

Mir ward so wohl und doch so bang, 
Wie stieg und sank die volle Brust, 
O Schmerz! So froh! ach! triibe Lust! 
Herz, Herz, 


Brichst du vor Wonn oder Schmerz? 


Doch als ich Blatter fallen sah, 
Da sagt ich: ach! der Herbst ist da! 
Der Sommergast, die Schwalbe zieht; 


Vielleicht so Lieb und Sehnsucht flieht 


Weit, weit, 
Rasch mit der Zeit. 


Doch riickwirts kam der Sonnenschein, 


Dicht zu mir drauf das Végelein, 


Es sah mein tranend Angesicht und sang: 


Die Liebe wintert nicht, 
Nein, nein! 


Ist und bleibt Frithlingsschein! 


A little bird flew into the meadow, 
And sang in the bright sunshine, 
With sweet and wonderful sound: 
Farewell! I fly far, far from here 
Far away, 


This very day. 


I listened to the song in the meadow, 
And felt both sad and happy, 

I was full of sighs, 

O pain! so happy! ah! cheerless desire! 

O my heart, is it from joy or from sorrow 
That you are breaking? 


And as I saw the leaves falling, 

I said, alas, Autumn is here! 

The swallow, the summer-guest, flies away, 
Perhaps love and longing 

In time will also flee 

Far, far away. 


But soon the sunshine returned 

And the little bird flew back to me, 

It saw my eyes filled with tears, and sang, 
Love knows no Winter! 

No, no! 

Its Springtime lasts forever! 


Beruhigung (Reassurance) 


Setting by Zelter, poem by Friedrich von Matthisson 


Wo der Mond mit bleichem Schimmer 


Durch der Kiefern Dunkel blickt, 
Wo um wildes Felsgetriimmer 
Sich die Epheuranke strickt: 

Da erfiillt ein stilles Sehnen 

Nach des Grabes Ruh das Herz, 
Da ergiefst in heifSen Tranen 

Sich der Seele sanfter Schmerz. 
Und der Blick durchschlaucht 
Die triibe Zukunft ruhig bis ans Grab; 
Und es ruft: “Gott ist die Liebe!” 
Jeder Stern auf sie herab. 


Where the moon, palely shimmering, 
Peeps through the darkness of the pines, 
Where the ivy tendrils twine themselves 
Around the rough, rocky places, 

There a quiet yearning 

For the peace of the grave fills the heart, 
There the soul pours forth 

Its gentle pain in hot tears; 

And the gaze looks calmly 

Through the clouded future to the grave, 
And every star calls down to it, 


“God is Love!” 


Du, kleine Blondine (You, Fair Little Girl) 

Setting by Benda 
You, fair little girl, are already bewitching! 
Your expressive face can beseech or threaten. 
Already your swelling breast is lifting your veil; 


Du, kleine Blondine, bezauberst ja schon! 
Die sprechende Miene kann bitten, kann drohn. 
Schon hebet den Schleyer die wachsende Brust; 


Die Blicke sind Feuer und tédtende Lust. 
Schon ladet zum Kiifchen 

Der schwellende Mund, 

Schon wolbet dein Fii®chen 

Sich niedlich und rund. 


Du singest, du spielest, 

Du tanzest, wie schon! 

Und willst, was du fiihlest, 

Dir selbst nicht gestehn. 

Die Mutter mag sagen, du seist noch zu klein: 
Du darfst es nur wagen, es nicht mehr zu sein. 
Noch kleiner Rosette, ist Amor als du; 

O laf$ ihm zum Bette dein Herzchen doch zu! 


Your glances are fire and deadly desire. 
Already your pouting mouth 

Invites kisses; 

Already your feet are growing 

Lovely and round. 


You sing, you play, 

You dance, how delightful! 

And will not admit even to yourself 

What you feel. 

Your mother may say that you're still far too small, 
But now you dare no longer to be a child. 

Even smaller than you, Rosette, is Cupid; 

Allow him to find a resting place in your heart. 


Du fehlest mir (I Miss You) 
Setting by Benda 


Du fehlest mir, wie einsam und wie Stille 
Ist nun fiir mich der Wald, die Flur! 

Wo ich genof der reinsten Freuden Fiille, 
Find ich von allen keine Spur. 


Du fehlest mir, umsonst singt Philomele, 
Umsonst ist Thal und Heim geschmiickt; 
Du fehlest mir, du Abgott meiner Seele! 
Und alles fehlt, was mir entziickt. 


O eile, komm, mit innigen Verlangen 

Sehnt meine Seele sich nach dir; 

O komm, laf dich von meinem Arm umfangen 
Und sink an diesen Busen hier. 


I miss you; how lonely and how quiet 

Are now the forest and the meadow! 
Where once I sampled pleasures to the full; 
Now I find no trace of them. 


I miss you; in vain sings the nightingale, 
In vain are vale and grove adorned; 

I miss you, idol of my soul! 

And everything that delighted me is gone. 


O hasten, come, with passionate longing 
My soul yearns for you; 

O come, let these arms enfold you, 

And sink upon my breast. 


Von nun an, o Liebe (From Now On, O Love) 


Setting by Benda 


Von nun an, o Liebe, verlaf§ ich dein Reich! 
Sieh’, Becher und Flaschen sind starkere Bande; 


Du kannst nur zwei Herzen verkniipfen, o Schande! 


Und Bacchus vereinigt wohl dreifsig zugleich. 


From now on, O Love, I forsake your realm! 
See, beakers and flagons form much stronger 
bonds; 

To your shame, you can unite only two hearts, 
But Bacchus can join as many as thirty together! 


Wonne der Wehmut (Bliss of Sadness) 
setting by C. F. Zelter, poem by Goethe 


Trocknet nicht, trocknet nicht, 

Tranen der ewigen Liebe! 

Ach, nur dem halbgetrockneten Auge 
Wie dde, wie tot die Welt ihm erscheint! 
Trocknet nicht, trocknet nicht, 

Tranen ungliicklicher Liebe! 


Do not grow dry, do not grow dry, 

Tears of eternal love! 

Ah, even when the eye is but half-dry 

How desolate, how dead the world appears! 
Do not grow dry, do not grow dry, 

Tears of unhappy love! 


ee 


Abendlied (Evening Song) 
Setting by Zelter, poem by Karl Miichler 


Into the cool waves of the sea 

The sun plunges her flaming head, 
And the wide arch of the sky 

Is robbed of the brilliance of the day. 
But from the far-off heights, 

A thousand silver stars 

Shine magically in pure magnificence 


In des Meeres kiihle Wogen 

Taucht die Sonn ihr Flammenhaupt, 
Und des Himmels weiter Bogen 
Wird des Tages Glanz beraubt. 

Aber aus der hohen Ferne 

Leuchten mild in reiner Pracht, 
Magisch tausend Silbersterne 


Durch die monderhellte Nacht. Through the night, made radiant by the moon. 
Das Getiimmel ist verklungen, The chaos which disturbs the peace of the day 
Das des Tages Frieden stort, Is now silenced, ! or 

Nun mit Abenddiammerungen And now with the evening twilight, 

Heilge Ruhe wiederkehrt. Blessed rest returns. 

Sorg und Mii ist tiberwunden, Sorrow and distress are overcome, 

Minder quilend ist der Schmerz, Less torturing is the pain, 

Und der Nacht geweihte Stunden And the hours of the night 

Leichtern das geprefSte Herz. Ease the oppressed heart. 


Rastlose Liebe (Restless Love) 
settings by Reichardt and Zelter, poem by Goethe 


Dem Schnee, dem Regen, Into the snow, the rain, 
Dem Wind entgegen, And the wind, headlong, 
Im Dampf der Kliifte, Through steamy ravines, 
Durch Nebeldiifte, Through mists, 

Immer zu! Immer zu! Onwards, ever onwards! 
Ohne Rast und Ruh! Without respite! 

Lieber durch Leiden I would sooner fight my way 
Mécht ich mich schlagen, Through suffering 

Als so viel Freuden Then endure so much 
Des Lebens ertragen. Of life’s joy. 

Alle das Neigen This affection 

Von Herzen zu Herzen, Of one heart for another, 
Ach wie so eigen Ah, how strangely 
Schaffet das Schmerzen! It creates pain! 

Wie soll ich fliehen? How shall I flee? 
Walderwarts ziehen? Into the forest? 

Alles vergebens! It is all in vain! 

Krone des Lebens, Crown of life, 


Gliick ohne Ruh, Happiness without peace— 
Liebe, bist du! This, O Love, is you. 


An Lotte (To Lotte) 


setting by J. F. Reichardt; poem by Goethe 
Wohl, ich weif$ es, da durchschleicht uns innen 


Manche Hoffnung, mancher Schmerz. 
Lotte! Lotte, wer kennt unsre Sinnen, 


Yes, I know it, much hope and much pain 
Steals through us. 
Lotte, Lotte! who knows our thoughts? 


Lotte, Lotte, wer kennt unser Herz! Lotte, Lotte! who understands our heart? 
Ach! es méchte gern gekannt seyn, Ah! it may well be known, 

iiberfliessen in das Mitempfinden einer Creatur, Flowing over in the compassion of a creature, 
Und vertrauend zwiefach neu geniefen And trusting twofold, enjoy anew 

Alles Leid und Freude der Natur. All the sorrows and joys of nature. 


Anliegen (Request) 
Setting by Reichardt, poem by Goethe 


O sch6nes Madchen du, O lovely maiden, 

Du mit dem schwarzen Haar, With the dark hair, 

Die du ans Fenster trittst, As you walk to the window 

Auf dem Balkone stehst, And stand on the balcony, 

Und stehst du wohl umsonst? Do you stand there in vain? 

O stiindest du fiir mich O, if only you were standing there for me, 
Und zogst die Klinke los; And would lift up the latch, 

Wie gliicklich war ich da! How happily I would be there! 

Wie schnell sprang’ ich hinauf! How quickly I would leap up to you! 


Neue Liebe, neues Leben (New Love, New Life) 
setting by J. F. Reichardt; poem by Goethe 


Herz, mein Herz, was soll das geben? Heart, my heart, what can it mean? 
Was bedranget dich so sehr? What oppresses you so? 

Welch ein fremdes neues Leben! What a strange and new existence! 
Ich erkenne dich nicht mehr. I do not recognize you any more. 
Weg ist alles was du liebtest, Gone is all you used to love, 

Weg warum du dich betriibtest, Gone what used to make you sad, 
Weg dein Fleif§ und deine Ruh, Gone your diligence and peace— 
Ach, wie kamst du nur dazu! Ah, how have you come to this! 
Fesselt dich die Jugendbliithe, Does the bloom of youth ensnare you— 
Diese liebliche Gestalt, That figure full of charm, 

Dieser Blick voll Trew und Giite That gaze so kind and faithful—- 
Mit unendlicher Gewalt! With unending might? 

Will ich rasch mich ihr entziehen, If I try to hasten from her, 

Mich ermannen, ihr entfliehen, Restrain myself, escape her, 
Fiihret mich im Augenblick In a moment I am led, 

Ach! mein Weg zu thr zuriick. Ah, back to her again. 

Und an diesem Zauberfadchen, And by this thread of magic 

Das sich nicht zerreifSen lafst, That refuses to be torn, 

Halt das liebe, lose Madchen This sweet and roguish maiden 
Mich so wider Willen fest; Holds me fast against my will; 
Muf in ihrem Zauberkreise Now in her magic circle 

Leben nun auf ihre Weise. Must I live the way she does. 

Die Verindrung, ach wie grofs! The change, ah, how great it is! 


Liebe, Liebe, laf$ mich los! Love, love, let me go! 


Ee 


Cephalus und Aurore (Cephalus and Aurora) 
Cantata by Georg Benda (based on the story by Ovid) 


Recitativo 


Die Liifte deckte noch der dunkle Flor der Nacht, 
Die Welt erleuchtete nur der Diane Pracht, 
Als schon von Orients entfernten heifsen 

Flii®en, Aurore, 


Durch der Liebe Macht, dem sanften Schlaf entrifen 


Nach ihrem liebsten Cephal gieng, 

Den noch des Schlafes Arm umfieng. 

Sie nahet sich: Furcht, Zweifel und Entziicken 
Entdecken sich in ihren Blicken, 

Da sie den holden Jiingling sieht. 

Der Liebe Brand von dem sie gliiht, 

Erklart sich schamhaft durch die Lied: 


Arta 

Ihr Fliisse, rauschet ganz gelinde! 

Weht sanft und kiihl, ihr Friihlingswinde! 
Ihr Végel, dimpft die Melodien! 

Verliert kein Blatt, ihr stillen Baume! 
Wieg ihn, o Schlaf, in sanfte Traume! 

Ihr Liebesgétter, wacht um ihn! 


Recitativo 

Allein, was sag’ ich? Nein: die blinde 
Zartlichkeit verfithret mich zu weit, 
Leichtsinniger! ist dief$ dein Sehnen dafé dich 
Der Schlaf besiegt? und seufzet so dein Arm 
Nach seiner Schénen, daf er unthatig hier auf 
Weichem Moofe liegt? 

So soll ich ungekiif’t hier stehen, 

Und dich dem Schlaf in Armen sehen? 
Vortreflich! 

Ei wie sehr, hoffst du auf meine Wiederkehr? 


Aria | 

Cephalus! noch bliiht dein Gliicke! 
Cephalus! erwache doch! 

Bald, bald kémmt der Tag zuriicke, 
Ein Gewélk nur deckt thn noch! 
Und du weift, vor seinem Blicke 
Flieht Auror’, erwache doch! 


Recitativo 

So sprach sie: und der Silberwagen 

Bringt schon von fern den Gott getragen, 

Der auf die Welt sein Licht ergieft. 

Sein naher Glanz entschlieSt, wiewohl zu spat, 
Des Jiinglings Augenlieder: 


Sein Gliick war da, 


Recitative 

The dusky veil of night still cloaked the air, 
The world was illuminated only by Diana’s 
splendor, 

When, from the distant rivers of the East, 
Aurora, by love’s power torn from sweetest sleep, 
Went in search of her dear Cephalus, 
Whom still the arm of sleep enfolded. 

She approaches; fear, doubt, and delight 
Are manifested in her glance, 

As she beholds the handsome youth. 

The fire of love with which she is aflame 
Shamelessly declares itself in this song: 


Air 

Ye streams, flow gently! 

Blow soft and cool, ye winds of Spring! 
Ye birds, hush your songs! 

Drop not one leaf, ye quiet trees! 

Lull him, O sleep, with gentle dreams! 
Ye Gods of Love, watch over him! 


Recitative 

But what am I saying? 

No: blind tenderness leads me astray, 

O careless one! Is this what you yearn for, 
That Sleep should be victorious over you? 
Is this how your arm longs for its beloved, 
That it lies inactive on mossy ground? 
Am I to stand here, unkissed, 

And watch you in the arms of Sleep? 
Excellent! just how anxiously do you hope for my 
return? 


Air 

Cephalus! Bliss still awaits you! 
Cephalus! Awake! 

Soon will the day return, 

It is even now hidden only by a cloud! 
And you know, that at daylight’s glance, 
Aurora must flee, so awake! 


Recitative 

Thus she spoke, and the silver chariot 
Already brings from afar the god 

Who sheds his light upon the world. 

The approaching splendor of daylight 

Opens the youth’s eyes, though alas, too late: 
His love was there, 





Und sieh, es floh auch wieder: 

Er wachet, sieht sie, schreit ihr nach: 

Sein Weinen ist umsonst, 

Vergebens ist sein Ach! 

Sie flieht und lat zu seinen Schmerzen 
Das Bild von einem kurz besefSnen Gliick, 
Das er verschlief, zuriick. 

So straft die Lieb’ oft junge Herzen. 

[hr jungen Herzen, 


Merkt ja wohl sein Geschick! 


Aria 

Erwartet nie den spaten Morgen, 

Wacht ja, so bald Aurore wacht! 

Der Liebe Gliick bleibt euch verborgen, 
Wenn euch der Schlummer fiihllos macht. 
Die Schaferstunde flieht von hinnen, 

Als wie ein West streicht sie vorbei, 


Und hinterlaft den tragen Sinnen 
Verschlafner Liebe Gram und Reu. 


The Chamber Series 


continues in March 


Purcell: Anthems for the Chapel Royal 
March 24 at Jordan Hall at NEC 
March 26 at Sanders Theatre 


~~’ 


John Finney directs the H&cH chamber 
ensemble performing Purcell’s festive anthems, 
and two of the composer’s trio sonatas. 


The Chamber Series 
is sponsored by 


WCRB, 102.5 FM. 


For INFORMATION 
OR TICKETS, 
CALL THE 
H&H Box OFFICE AT 
(617) 266-3605. 


And see, is fled away; 

He wakes, sees her, cries after her: 

His weeping is in vain, 

In vain is his outcry! 

She flees and leaves behind, to his chagrin, 
The image of a short-lived happiness, 
Through which he slept. 

In this way Love often punishes young hearts. 
Young hearts, 

Mark well his fate! 


Air 

Never wait until late morning, 

Awake as soon as Aurora wakes! 

Love’s happiness will remain hidden 

If sleep robs you of your emotions. 

The hour of dalliance flees, 

Like a zephyr it floats by, 

And leaves to the sluggish mind of sleepy love 
Nought but grief and regret. 


Join Christopher Hogwood and H&H 
for the Symphony Series! 


Bach & Handel 
J.S. Bach: Brandenburg Concerto No. 4 
Missa Brevis in G Minor 
Handel: Sonata in G Minor 
Dixit Dominus 
February 10 and 12 at Symphony Hall 
February 16 at Veterans Auditorium, Providence 


—~ 


Mozart and Medea 

Mozart: Thamos King of Egypt, K. 345 

Georg Benda: Medea, with actress Claire Bloom 
March 3 and 5 at Symphony Hall 


Purcell: The Indian Queen 


with the New York Baroque Dance Company 
March 31 and April 2 at Symphony Hall 


~~’ 


Haydn in London 
including the “Surprise” Symphony 
April 28 and 30 at Symphony Hall 
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